AFTER   EVEREST
Wastdale. It was that week which laid the foundations
of my climbing.
I don't know how many rock climbs we essayed during
those half-dozen days, but such was our keenness on this
new-found sport that we certainly polished off some six
or seven " text-book " climbs each day. Then followed a
meeting with members of the Fell and Rock Climbing Club,
and soon the joining of this club.
Among my early climbing acquaintances, those to whom
I owe most are the Woodsend brothers, who actually led
me on my first climb and who were friendly to me when
I was a raw recruit. A little later I met Herbert Cain,
who became one of my staunchest friends. He was one
of the best of men, and, although his home was seventy
miles away, he had a more intimate knowledge of the
English Lake District than anyone I have met, including
many who have lived in it aJl their lives. He was a real
lover of mountains, as he was also of all that is best and
truest and most noble.
For some years I contented myself with British moun-
taineering—which is surely second to none as a sport—
but naturally I had yearnings for the Alps. These were
increased by a visit to Switzerland in winter. I could
hardly bear to ski and skate at Villars and look across
the valley of the Rhdne to Mont Blanc and her satellites,
simply waiting to be climbed. So by means of gentle
persuasion I managed to bring my people round to a family
holiday in the Alps.
None of my family climbed, and I had an amusing—
and very trying—time attempting to secure a partner. I
was informed that there was a certain Brazilian gentleman
staying at a village some ten miles distant, who wanted a
climbing companion. I telephoned to him, only to find
that lie seemed most unwilling to conduct anyone on his
first Alpine climb. So I got hold of a guide, Armand
Fernet, of Diablerets, who offered to take me up the
mountain of the same name for the usual fee. He was
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